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heard the tramp, tramp of the Roman legions going
past; and so the old spirit of 2,000 years ago must still
be lurking there, of the fierce Roman legionaries, of the
terrible discipline of the Eagle. Out at Kasr Kharana
and its sister forts Kasr Amra and Kasr Azrak they
were probably colonials, used to some extent to the awful
privations and hardships and the grim struggle for exist-
ence; perhaps Scythians. But I heard not a sound.
That night the legions passed in silence. I did not
even hear the rattle of the shield of the Roman sentry
on the roof of the Fort, as he stood peering perchance
into the darkness.

I woke up with the false dawn, that vision of amber
over the eastern hills. As the upper sky brightened to
lightest violet, the amber faded; and the sun rose in
glory and lit "Valkyrie" to silver. Searle came and
brought me my cup of coffee as I lay in bed. About
10 a.m. the two Vimys came and Squadron Leader
D'Albiac in a D.H.ga from Amman. We had watched
the Vimys* progress on the wireless. Squadron Leader
Willock and Sergeant Bennet, who brought the engine,
came in the Vimys.

Of that day, the grime, the sweat, the afternoon
heat and the thirst, I cannot record the details. It is
a confused memory, with a few details standing out
clearly. Willock standing up in his Vimy consuming
a large bottle of beer, the silver undersurface of the
planes reflecting white light all over him; the struggles
with the sheerlegs; the beam that bent in a sickly manner
as we tried to lift the engine off the Vimy; how we
nearly dropped the engine as we were getting it off
and on to the petrol drums in the back of the armoured
car; the finding of the cracked induction pipe to the